ELIZABETH : You think you're fighting for that.
But you're not. You're fighting for your own
vanity. The vanity that sent Henry Tremayne
to death.

FLORENCE : What do you know about Henry
Tremayne ?

ELIZABETH : Wasn't he ... one of the faithful
uncomplaining wounded who died in your
arms ? . . .

FLORENCE : Did Sidney tell you that ? 1 might
have remembered that nothing is too sacred to
be blurted out in wedlock. I forgot about
Samson and Delilah.

ELIZABETH : Florence, how dare you ? . . . I
beg your pardon. I oughtn't to have said what
I did.

FLORENCE (harshly) : I don't blame you, Eliza-
beth. You don't understand life, but it isn't your
fault. How can women brought up as we all are
be expected to think of anything except the
needs and desires of the moment ? But Sidney's
desertion. That's a tragedy. . . . Do you realise
that in the Army they shoot a man if he runs
away from his post in battle ? He can't say,
" I'm sorry ; I'm not feeling quite myself to-
day.3* He's taken out in the cold dawn and shot
beside his own grave. And the Secretary of
State ratifies the execution.

ELIZABETH : Oh, that's different. You always
exaggerate so ! It's absurd to talk like that.

FLORENCE : Is it ? Why ? Because one of them
is a half-educated, powerless creature compelled
to do what he's told, and the other is a great
officer of State responsible to the country ?

ELIZABETH : Florence. It's time someone told
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